Alice stood firmily, a statue of tri-
umph, her right arm outstretched,
holding the flag high above Hamilton’s
head: and close by her side the little
hunchback Jean was posed in his most

characteristic attitude. gazing at the
banner which he himseif had stolen
and kept hidden for Alice's sake, and

because he loved it

There was a dead silence for some

moments, during which Hamilton's
face showed that he was ready to col-
lapse; then the keen voice of Onele
Jazon broke forth:

“Vive Zhorzh Vasinton! Vive la

banniere d’Alice Roussillon!”
He sprang to the middle of the area
and flung his old cap high in air, with
a shrill war whoop.
“H'ist it! h’ist it!
de mademoiselle

hissez la banniere
Alice  Roussilion!
Voila, que c'est gloricuse. cette ban-
niere la! H’ist it! Wist jt!”

He was dancing with a rickety live-
Hness, his goatish legs and shriveled
body giving him the look of an ema-
ciated satyr.

Clark had been toid by some of his
creole officers the story of how Alice
raised the flag when Helm took the
fort, and how she snatched it from
Hamilton's hands, as it were, and
wotild not give it up when he demand-
ed it. The whole situation pretty soon
began to explain itself. as he saw what
Alice was dning Then he heard h(—

sayv to while she sl
swayed ing flag back
forth:

“1 said, as you will rtemember, Mon-
sieur le Gouverneur, that when you
next should eee thie flag, T should wave
it your h«-ad Well, Jook, I am
w 43 ve la republique! Vive
e W ngton! What do you
thi f 1t nsieur le Gouverneur?”

The poor little hunchback Jean took
off his cap and tossed it in rhythemical
emphasis, keeping time to her words.

And now from behind the hollow
square came a mighty voice:

“("est moi, spard Roussillon; me
voici, messieurs!”

There was a spirit in the air which

« lu::h( from Alice a thrill of romantic
The men in m» ranks and the

off in front of them felt a wave of
irr stible sympathy sweep through
their hearts. Her picturesque beauty,
her fine temper, the fitness of the in-
cident to the occasion, had an instan-
taneous power which moved all men
alike,
- flag! Run un the young
some one shouted, and
then every voice seemed to echo the
words. (lark was a young man of

veing throbbed the

noble iype, .
warm chivalrous blood of the cavaliers.

in whose

A waft of the suddeniy prevailing in-
fluence bore him almost quite off his
reet. He turned to Beverley and said:
“Do it It will have a great effect.
1t is a good idea: get the young lady’ 5
flag and her nermission to run it up.’
Before he finished speaking, indeed
at the first glance, he saw that Bever-
ley, like Hamilton, was white as a dead
man: and at the same time it came
to his memory that his young friead
had conflded to him. during the awiful
march through the prairiec wilderness, a
love story about this very Alice Rous-
sillon. In the worry and stress of the
subsequent struggle, he had forgotten
the tender basis upon which Beverley
had rested his excuse for leaving Vin-
cennes. Now it all reappeared in justi-
fication of what was going on. Tt
touched the romantic core of his souith-
«rn nature. _
‘I say., Lieutenant Beverley.,” he re-
peated, “beg the yvoung lady’s permis-
sion to use her flag upon this glovious
occasion; or shall 1 (ln it for you?"
There were no miracles in  those
brave days, and the stmm of life with

its terible realities braced all men
and women to meet sudden explosions
of <|1rpr|se whether of good or bad

with admirable equipoise: Lut
trial. it ntust be admitied,
traordinary; still he braced him-
self quick!y, and his whole express
changed when Clark moved to
Alice. For he realized now that It «as,
indeed, Alice in flesh and blood, stand-
ing there, the center of admir:iion,
filling the air with her fine mazn-tism
and crowning a great triumpn w l!h her

ef
Pleve
was e

ley's

beaut) He gave her a glad,
smile, as if he had just dnw\\
and walked straight to he han
extended. She was not ‘unkvnir toward
him: but she saw him and turned to
facre him. Hers was the advar 'g«*
for she had known, for some nours,
h presence in Vincennes, and hud
prepared herself to meet him  ecour-
Sageonusly and with maidenly reserve,
There is no safery. however, whers |
love lurks. Neither Beverley nor Alice |
was as mwmuch agitated as Hamilton
yet they bhoth forgot. what he remem
bered, that a hundred grim frout
soldiers were looking on. Hamilton
had his personal and official dignity to
ind he falvly did it, under
pregsure of humiliating and
sing circumstances we can fully
comprehend. Not so with the two
roung people, standine as it were in

1y bestowed

new

ge of a life,
unexpected, un-
from the dead.
universe Rl\.
the illimitable expanse of thetir love,

that moment of meeting. all that lhv-y
had suffered on account of iove was
transfused and poured lu:!h a glowing |

an
1on

no

libation for Iu\a~ sake—a flood before

which all barriers broke.
Father Beret was looking on with
a =trange fire in his eyves, and what

would happen, did happen.

the flag fall at Hamiiton's |

when Beverley came near her

g that great. glad smile, and with |

s jovous cry leaped into his out-
stretched arms.

Jean snatched up ihe fallen bannar |
and ran to Colome]l Clark with it. Two
minutes later €t was made fast and
the halyard began to sgueak through
the rude puliey at the tap of the pole. |
Up, up, climbed the gay little emblem
of glory, while the cannon eraghed

from the embrasures of the blockhouse
hard by, and outside the roar of voices
redoubled. Thirteen guns boomed the
salute, though It =hould have been
fourteen—the additional one for the
great Northwestern territory, that day
arnexed to the domain of the young
American republic. The flag went up|

at oid Vincennes never to come down
again, and when it reached its place
at the top of the staff, Beverley and

Alice stood side by side looking at it,
whiie the sun broke through the clouds
and flashed on its shining folds, and
love unabashed glorified the two strong
young faces.
CHAPTER XXI,
Some Transactions in Scalps.

History would be a very orderly af-
fair, could the dry-as-dust historians
have their way, and doubtless it would
be thrillingly romantic at every turn
if the novelists were able to control its
current. Fortunately, neither one nor
the other has much influence, and the
result, in the long run, is that meost
novels are shockingly tame. while the
large body of history is loaded down |
with picturesque incidents, which, if
used in fictian, would be thought ab-
surdly romantic and improbable.

Were our simple story
cennes a mere fiction, we should hesi-
tate to bring in the explosion of a mag-
agine at the fort with a view to sud-
den confusgion, and, by that means,

nd incomparable |

of old Vin- |

ldialravliug attention from our heroine
| while she betakes herself out of a
uvation whieh, Ithough delightful
enough for a blessed minute, has quick-
iy become an embar ssment quite
endurable. jut we adhere to
the <gtablished facts in Ow-
ing to some carelessness ther
deed, an explosion of twenty-s
pound cartridges, which mude a mighty
roar and struck the newly installed
garrison into a heap, so to say, scat-
tering things terribly and wounding six
men, among them Captalns Bowman
and Worthington.

After the thunderous crash came 2
momentary silence, which embraced
both the people within the fort and the
wild crowd outside. Then the rush and
noise were indescribable. Even Clark
gave way to excitement, lesing com-
mand of himself, and, of course, of his
men. There was a stampede toward
the main gate by one wing of the troops
in the hollow square. They literally
ran over Beverley and Alice, flinging
(hom apart and jostling them hither

nd yonder without mercy. Of course
thp turmoil quickly subsided. Clark
and Beverley got hold of themselves
and sang out their peremptory orders
with excellent effect. It was like oil on
raging water.
straggling way, getting back into ranks
i as best they could.

“Ventrebleu!”
“ef 1T d@idn't think the ole world had
busted into a million bieces!”

three feet frem Beverley’'s toes, wav-
ing his cap excitedly.

“But I wasn’'t skeert!
Vive la banniere d'Alice
Vive Zhorzh Vasinton!”

Hearing Alice’'s name caused Bever-
ley to look around. Where was she?
In the distance he saw Father Beret
hurrying to the spot where some of the
men, burnt and wounded by the explo-
#lon, were being stripped and cared for.
Hamilton still stood like a statue. He
appeared to be the only cool person in
the fort.

“Where is Alice—Miss Roussillon—
where did Miss Roussillon go?” Bev-
erley exclaimed, staring around like a
iost man. “Where is she’

“D’know,” said Oncle Tazon, resum-
ing his habitual expression of droll dig-
nity, “she shot apast me jes’ as thet
thing busted loose, an’ she went lijfe
er hummin’ bird, skitch'—jes’ thet way
—an’ [ didn’'t see 'r no more. 'Cause I
was skeert mighty nigh into seven fits;
‘spect that 'splosion blowed her clean
away! Ventrebleu! never was so plum
outen breath an’ dead crazy weak o'
bein’ afeard!"

“Lieutenant Beverley,” roared Clark
in his most commanding tone, “go to
the gate and settle things there. That
mob outside is trying to break in!™

The order was instantly obeyed, but
Beverley had relapsed. Once more his
soul groped in darkness, and the whole
of his life seemed unreal, a wavering,
misty, hollow dream. And yet hig mili-
tary duty was all real enough. He
knew just what to do when he reached
the gate.

“Back there at once!” he cemmand-
ed, not loudly, but with intense force,
“‘back there!” This to the inward surg-
ing wedge of excited outsiders. Then
to the guard.

“Shoot the first man who crosses the
line!™

“Ziff! me voici! moi! Gaspard Rous-
sillon. Laissezmol passer, messieurs.”

A great body hurled itself frantically
past Beveriey and the guard, going out
through the gateway against the wall
of the crowd, bearing everything before
it and shouting:

“Back, fools! you'll all be killed—the
powder is on fire! Ziff! run!"

7ild as a March hare, he bristled
with terror and foamed at the mouth.
He stampeded the entire mass. There
was a wild howl: a rush in the other
direction followed, and soon enough the
esplanade and all the space back to the
barricades and beyond were quite de-
serted.

Alice was not aware that a serious
accident had happened. Naturally she
thought the great, rattling, crashing
noise of the explosion a mere part of
the spectacular show. When the rush
followed, separating her and Beverley,
it was a great relief to her in some
way; for a sudden recognition of the
boldness of her action in the little
scene just ended, came over her and
bewildered her. An impulse sent her
running away from the spot where, it
- | Seemed to her, she had invited public
.d' rision. The terrible nolses all around
her were, she now fancied, but the jeer-
}mﬂ and hooting of rude men who had
| seen her unmaidenly forwardness.

With a burning face she flew to the
poctern and slipped out, once more tak-
ing the course which had become so
familiar to her feet. She did not slack-
en her speed until she reached the
Bourcier cabin, where she had made
her home since the night when Hamil-
ton’s pistol ball struck her., The little
domicile was quite empty of its house-
i hold. but Alice entered and flung her-
| self inte a chair, where she sat quiv-

Ya, ya,
Roussilion!

| ering and breathless when Adrienne,
| also much excited, came in, prec eded |
by a stream of patois that sparkled
] u»ntnmnusl\
! “The fort is blown up!” she
| Resticulating in every direction at once,
U her petite figure comically dilated with
i the importance of her statement. “A |
| hundred men are killed, and the pow-
der is on fire!™

cried,

She pounced into Alice’s arms, still}
| talking as fast as her tongue could |
! vibrate, changing from subject to sub-:

'19“[ without rhyme or reason, her prat-
{1tle making its way by skips and shies
until what was really uppermost in
her sweet little heart disclosed itself.

nd, O Alice!

yetrl”
She plunged her dusky face between
Alice’s cheek and shoulder;
hugged her sympathetically and said:
“But Rene will come, I know he wili,
dear.”
“Oh, but do you know it? is it true?
{ whoe told you'.' when will he r’omﬂ
fw here is he? tell me about him!"
{ Her head popped up from her friend's |
lnmk and she smiled brilliantly through
the tears that were still spuxklmg on
l her Jong black lashes.
{ T don’t mean that I had heard from
i‘x-m and I don't know
bu' —but they always come back.’
“You just say that because your man |
i —Dbecause Lieutenant Beveriey has re-
turned. It is always so. You have ev-
'm\thmg to make you happy,

Agam her eyes spilled their Qh-mm.;

and she hid her face in her hands which

Mn-— tried in vain to remove.
“Don’t cry, Adrienne. You didn't

{ me erying—"

| “No, of course not; you didn't have

-a thing to cry about. Lieutenant Bev-

i erley told you just where he was going

an:! just what—"

! *“But think, Adrienne. only think of
Hho awful story they told—that he was
| killed, that Governor Hamilton had

| paid Long-Hair for killing him and
.brmgmg back his scalp—eh, dear, just
}thn‘k And I thought it was true.”

“Well, I'd be willing to think and be-
| lieve anything in the world, if Rene
would come back.” said Adrienne, her
}h(e now uncoyered, showing p!ﬂ!ul
lines of suffering. “O Alice, Alice, and
he never, never will come!"

Alice exhausted every device to cheer,
encourage and comfort her. Adrienne
had been =0 good to her when she lay
recovering ‘from the shock of Hamil-
tom’s pistol bullet, which, aithough it

sit- |

un- |

The men obeyed in a |
squeaked Oncle Jazon. |
He was jumping up and down not |

va! |

Rene has not come |

Alice |

where he is; | 2

while I— !

see |

made no serious
a bruise, in fact. It was
se fortunate aceidents, or
ordered interferences,
in a while save a life. The
worn by Alice chanced to
| lie exaectly in the missile’s way, and
while it was not broken., the ball, ai-
{ ready somewhnat checked by passing
i through several folds of Father Rerot's
garments, flattened itself upon it with
shock which somehow struck Alice
senseless.
Here again,
| ancient fan

| came near killing her,
vound—only
one of th
i providentially
i which once
i stone dis

history in the form of an
ily document {(a letter

| written in 1821 by Alice herself). gives
us the curious brace of incidents, to-
wit! the breaking of the minature on

Beveriey's breast by a British musket
ball, and the stopping of Hamilton's
bullet over Alice’s heart by the Indian
-,hdrm stone,

“Which shows the goodness of God,”
the letter goes on, “and also seems to
sustain the Indian legend concerning
the stone, that whoever might wear it
could not be killed. Unguestionable
(sic) Mr. Hamiiton’s shot. which was
aimed at poor, dear old Father Beret,
would have pierced my heart, but for
that charm stone. As for my locket,
it did not, as some have reported, save
| Fitzhugh's life when the musket ball
| was stopped. The ball was so spent
| that the blow was only hard enough
to spoil temporary (sic) the face of
the miniature, which was afterward
j restored fairly well by an artist in
| Paris. When it did aectually save
| Fitzhugh's life was out on the Illinois
!

]

! plain. The savage, Long-Hair. peace
to his memory, worked the miracle of
restoring to me—" Here a fold In the
paper has destroyed a line of the writ-
ing.

The letter is a sacred family paper,
and there is not justification for going
farther into its faded and, in some
parts, almost obliterated writing. But
50 much may pass into these pages as
a pleasant authentication of what
otherwise might be altogether too
sweet a double nut for the critic's
teeth to crack.

While Adrienne and Alice were still
discussing the probability of Rene de
Ronville’s return, M. Roussillon came
to the door. He was in search of ma-
dame, his wife, whom he had not yet
seen.

He gathered the two girls in his
mighty arms, tousling them with rough
| tenderness, Alice returned his affec-
tionate embrace and told him where
to find Madame Roussillon, who was
with Dame Godere, probably at her
house.

“Nobody killed,”

he said, in answer

to Alice’'s inquiry about the ca-
tastrophe at the fort. “Some of 'em
hurt and burnt a little. Great big

Scare about nearly nothing. Ziff! my
children, you should have seen me
quiet things. Iput out my hands, this
way—comme ca—pouf! It was all over.
The people went home.”

His gestures indicated that he had
borne back an army with open hahds.
Then he chucked Adrienne uynder the
chin with his finger and added in his
softest voice:

“I saw somebody's lover the other
day, over yonder in the Indlan village.
He spoke to me about somebody—eh,
ma petite, que voulez-vous dire?”

“Oh, Papa Roussillon! we were just
talking about Rene!” cried Alice.
‘““Have you seen him?”

“I saw you, you little minx, jumping
into a man’s arms right under the eyes
of a whole garrison! Bah! I codld not

believe it was my little Alice!™
He let go a grand guffaw, which
seemed to shake the cabin's walls.

Alice blushed cherry red. Adrienne,
| too bashful to inguire about Rene, was
trembling with anxiety. The truth was

or if it was it stayed in him, for he
had not seen Rene de Ronville. It
was his generous desire to please
to appear opulent of knowledge and
sympathy that made him speak. [He
knew what would please Adrienne, so

foretaste? Surely, when a thing was
so cheap, one need not be so parsimon-
ious as to withhold a mere anticipa-
tion. He was off before the girls could
press him into details, for indeed he
had none.
“There now,

what did T tell you,”
cried Alice, when the big man was
gone. “I told you Rene would come.
They always come back!”

Father Beret came in a little later.
As soon as he saw Allce he frowned
and began to shake his head: but she
only laughed, and imitating his hypo-

critical scowl, yet fringing it with a
twinkle of merry lines and dimples,

pointed a taper finger at him and ex-
claimed:

“You bad, bad man! why did you
pretend to me that Lieutenant Bever-
ley was dead? What sinister eccles-
jastical motice prompted you to de-
scribe how Long-Hair scalped him?
Ah, father—"

The priest laid a broad hand over
her saucy mouth.

“Something or other seems to have
| excited you mightily, ma fille, you are
a trifle impulsively inclined today.”

l “Yes, Father Beret; yes, [ know, and

I'm ashamed. My heart shrinks when

think of what I did; but I was so
| slad, such a grand joy came all over
{ me when I saw him, so girong and
| brave and beautiful, coming toward
|
|

me, smiling that warm, glad smile and

holding out his arms—ah, when I saw

all that—when I knew for sure that he
was not dead—I, why, father—I just
| had to, I couldn’t help it!”

!  Father Beret laughed in spite of him-
self, but quickly managed to resume
his severe countenance.

! “Ta! ta!” he exclaimed, “it

{ bold thing for a little girl to do.”

i “So it was, so it was. But it was

! also a bold thing for him to do—to

‘m)n!ﬁ back after he was and

! 8calped and lopk so and

| grand! I'm ashamed and sorry, father;

was a

but—but, I'm afraid I might .'u it again |

2 | if—we
| nov
{ “But what in the
talking about?” interposed Adrienne.
Evidently they were discussing a most
interesting matter of which she knew
nothing, and that did not suit her femi-

, I don’t care if I

world are you

1ine curiosity. “Tell me.” She pulled
1 Father Beret's sleeve. “Tell me, I say!”
It is probable that Father Beret

; would have pretended to betray Alice's
| source of mingled delight and embar-
rassment, had not the rest of the
{ cier household retu: jed in
break up the conversation,
later Alice gave Adrienne
dramau account of
‘AR, mon dieu!”
| brunette,
[uling story. “That was just like vou,
-.\hw You always do superb things.
You were born to do them. You shot
Captain Farnsworth, you wounded
Lieutenant Barlow, you climb onto the
fort and set up vour flag—you take it
down again and run away with it—you
®et shot and you do not die—vou Kkiss
your lover right before a whole garri-
son! Mon dieu! if I could but deo all
those things!” She clasped her tiny
hands before her and added, rather de-
jectedly: “But I couldn’t, I couldn't. I
couldn’t kiss a man in that way'™
Late -in the evening news came to
Roussillon place, where Gaspard Rous-
sillon was once more happy i} the
midst of his little family, that the In-
dian Long-Hair bad just been b
to the fort, and would be shot on the
following day. A scouting party cap-

lime

A little

a vividiy
the whoie scene.
lai

not in Gaspard Roussillon, just then; {

and |

why not give her at least a delicious :

Bour- |
to |

tured him as he approached the town,
bearing at his belt the fresh scalp of a
white man. He would have been killed
forthwith, but Clark. who wished to
avoid a répﬂiuon of the savage venge- ;
jance meted out to the Indians on

the previous day, had given orders that

all prisoners should be brought into the

fort, where they were to have a fair

trial by eourtmartial.

Both Helm and Beverley were at
Roussillon place, the former sipping
wine and chatting with Gaspard, the
latter, of course, hovering around Alice, |
after the mianner of a hungry bee
around a particularly swee and de-
ciously refractory flower. It was rain-
ing slowly, the fine drops coming
straight down through the cold, still
February air: but the two young peo-
ple found it pleasant enough for them
on the veranda, where they walked
back and forth, making fair exchange
of the exciting experiences which had
befalien them during their long separa-

tion. eBtween the lines of these mu-
tual recitals sweet, fresh echoes of the
old, old story went from heart to heart,

an amoebaean love-bout lilke inat of
spring birds calling tenderly tack and
forth in the blooming Maytime woods.

Both Captain Helm and M. Roussillon
were delighted to hear of Long-Hair's
capture and certain fate, but neither
of them regarded the news as of suf-
ficient importance to need much com-
ment. They did not think of telling
Beveriey and Alice. Jean, however,
lying awake in his little bed, overheard
the conversation, which he repeated to
Alice next morning with great circum-
stantiality,

Having the quick insight bred of
frontier experience, Alice instantly
caught the terrible significance of the
dilemmea in which she and Beverley

would be placed by Long-Hair's sit-
uation. Moreover, something in her
| keart arose with irresistible power

demanding the final, the absolute hu-

man sympathy and gratitude. No
matter what deeds Leng-Hair had

committed that were evil beyond for-
giveness, he had domne for her the alii-
atoning thing. He had saved Beverley
and sent him back to her.

With a start and a chill of dread, she

thought: “What if it is already too
late!™
But Ler nature could not hesitate.

To feel the demand of an exigeney
was to act. She snatched a wrap from
its peg on the wall and ran as fast as
she could tb the fort. Peaple who met
her filying along wondered, staring aft-
er her, what could be urging her so
that she saw nobody, checked herseif
for nothing, ran splashing through
the puddles in the street, gazing ahead
of her, as if pursuing some flying ob-
ject from which she dared not turn

her eyes.
And there pas, indeed. a call for her
utmost power of flight. if she would be

of any assistgnce to Long-Hair, who
even then stood bound to a stake in
the fort's area, while a platoon of
lrmemen those unerring shots from
Kentucky and Virginia, were ready to
make a target of hlm at a range of
but twenty yards.

Beverley, greatly handxcam.e.j by the
fact that the fresh scalp of a white
man hung at Long-Hair’s beit, had ex-
hausted every possible argument to
avert or mitigate the sentence prompt-

ly spoken by the courtmartial. of
which Colonel Clark was the ruling
spirit. He had succeeded barely to

t extent of turfhing the mode of exe-
cution from tomahawking to shooting.
All the officers
killing the prisoner, and it was difficult
for Colonel Clark to prevent the men
from making outrageous assaults upon
him, so exasperated were they at sight
{ of the scaip.

Oncle Jazon proved to be one of the
mogt refractory among those who de-
manded tomahawking and scalping as
the only treatment due Long-Hair. The
| repulsive savage stood up before them
stolid, resolute, defiant, proudly flaunt-
ing the badge which testified to his
horrible efficiency as an emissary of
Hamilton's. It had been left in his
belt by Clark’s order, as the best jus-
tification of his deom.

“L’ me hack 'is damned head,” On-
cle Jazon pleaded. “I jes' hankers to
chop a hole inter it. AR’ besides 1

want ‘is scelp to hang up wi’
that'n o the Injun what
He kicked me in the ribs,
varmint.”

Beverley pleaded eloquently and well,
but even the .genial Major Helm
laughed at his sentiment of gratitude
to a savage who
at the Jast moment, for Alice’s sake, |
and concluded not to sell him to Ham- |
ilton. It is due to the British com-
mander to record here that he most
positively and with what appeared to
be high sincerity,
having offere t rewards for the taking |
of human secalps. He declared that
his purposes and practices were hu-
mane, and that while he dx'j use the
Indians as military allie is orders to
them were that they must (‘nxégu cruel

mine an’
scelped me. |
the stinkin’

modes of warfare and refrain from |
savage outrage upon prisoners. Cere

'lainly the weight of contemporary tes- |
| timcny seems overwhelmingly against
| him, but we enter his denial. Long- |
Hair himself, however, taunted him |
with accusations of unfaithfulness in
carrying out some very inhuman con-
tracts, and to add a terrible sting, vol- |
unteered the statement that poor Bar-
Ilow’s scaip had served his turn in the |
place of Beverley's
With conditions
tend against, Beverley
no possibie means of
condemned savage.
“Him a- Kin® yer
ye, an’ a-makin’ ye
{ an” here “ye air a-tr)
life!” whined Onele Jazon.
1 thought ye hed some
Dast "is Injun liver, I fee]
kicks what he guv me tili yit
trebieu! que diable voulez-vous?®
simply pushed Beverley’s |
pleadings aside as not worth a mo- |
!

hideous to
of course,
succoring

30 con-
had |

the |

lean
the

ribs
run

inter
ga'ntlet,
is

n'

to save
\\ ¥.

them |
Ven-

ment’s consideraiion. He easily feit
the fine bit of zratitude at the gottom
of it all; but there was too much in
the other side of .the balance; justice
the disciplipe and confidence of his '
little army, and the claim of the wo-
men and children on the frontier de-
| manded firmness in dealing
j case like Long-Hair's.
N0, no,” he said
!uou.;l do anything
you, Fitz, except. to swerve an
from duty to my country and the
fenseless people down yonder in,!{on-
tucky. 1 can't do it. There's no use
to pre the matter further. ‘w die
is cast. That brute’'s got tn be killed,
and killed dead. Look at him—look at
that secalp! ' T'd have him. killed if I
dropped dead- for it the next instant.”
Beveriey shuddered. The argument
was horribly- convincing, and yet,
somehow, the desire to save Long-Hair
overbore everything eige in his mind.
He could not cease his efforts: it!
seemed to him as if he were pleudmb;
for Alice herself. Captain Farnsworth,
strange to say, was the only man in
the fort who leaned to Beverley's side;
but he was reticent, doubtless feo_-ling
that his position as a British prisnnm‘,
gave him no right to speak. '-Spi‘ciallvl
when every Mp around him was mut-
tering  something about "infaxnmr—‘
sealp-buyers - and Indian partisans, l

to Beverley,
in the world

for |
inch ‘r
de- {l

|
{
i
i
i
i
|

with whom he was prominently couni-
ed by the speakers.

As Clark had said, the die was cast.
Long-Hair, bound to a stake, the scalp

{ was all that he could think,

| captive governor’'s face.

| your Indian
in the fort approved l

l
at best but relented i
i
\
|

denied the charge of | ¢

| Hair

{ ence to Hamilton, and she quickly s
{ that

! opportun

| Alice’'s flag was over him;

with aj=a

still dangling at his side,
his executioners, who were eager to
fire.- He appeared to be proud of the
fact that he was going to be killed.

“One thing 1 can say of him,” Helm
remarked to Beveriey; “he’s the g-rqnd-
est specimen of the animal-I might
say the brute—man that I ever saw,
red, white or black. Just look at his
body and limbs! Those muscles are
perfeetly marvelon

“He saved my life, and I must stand
here and see him murdered.”” the yvoung
man replied, with intense bitterness. It
all that he
could say. He felt inefficient and de-
jected. aimost desperate.

Clark himself, not willing to cast re-
sponsibility upon a subordinate, made
ready to give the fatal order. Turning |
to Long-Hair first, he demanded of
him as well as he could in the Indian
dialect of which he had a smattering,
what he had to say at his last moment.

The Indian straightened his already
upright form, and, by a strong buiging
of his muscles, snapped the thongs that
bound him. Evidently he had not tried
thus to free himseif; it was rather a

| spasmodic expression of savage dignity

and pride. One arm and both legs still
were partially confined by the bonds,
but his right hand he lifted, with a
gesture of immense seif-satisfaction,
and pointed at Hamilton.

“Indian brave; white man Lm\ard"'
hie said. scowling scornfully. “Long-
Hair tell truth; white man lie, damn!”

Hamilton’'s countenance did not
change its calm, cold expression. Long-
Hair gazed at him fixedly for a long
moment, hig eyves fiashing most concen-
trated hate and contempt. Then he
tore the scalp from his beit and flung
it with great force straight toward the
It f®i short,
but the look that went with it did not,
and Hamiiton recoiled.

At that moment Alice arrived.
coming was just in
Clark, who had turned to the waiting
platoon with the order of death on his
lips. She made no noise, save the flut-
tering of her skirts, and her loud and
rapid panting on account of her long,
hard run. She sprang before Long-Hair
and faced the platoon.

“You cannot, you shall not kill this
man!” she cried. in a voice loaded with
excitement. “Put away those guns!”

Woman never looked more thrillingly
beautiful to man than she did just then
to all those rough, stern backwoods-
men. Dunng her flight her hair had
fallen dgwn, and it glimmered like soft
sunlight around her face. Something
compelling flashed out of her eyes, an
expression between a triumphant smile
and a ray of irresistible beseechment.
It took Colonel Clark’s breath when he
turned and saw her standing there, and
heard her words.

“This man saved Lieutenant Bever-
ley’s life,” she presently added, getting
better control of her voice, and send-
ing into it a thrilling timbre; “you
shall not harm him—you must not do
¢ 3o

Beverley was astounded when he saw
her, the thing was so unexpected, so
daring, and done with such high, im-
perious force; still it was but a real-
fzation of what he had imagined she
would be upon occasion. He stood gaz-
ing at her, as did all the rest, while
she faced Clark and the platoon of
riflemen. To hear his own name pass
her quivering lips, in that tone and
in that connection, seemed to him a
consecration.

“Would you

Her

be more savage than
prisoner?” she went on,
‘less grateful than he for a life saved?
I did him a small, a very small, service

time to interrupt|

grimly faced {tro a iittie

once, and in memory of that he saved
Lieutenant Beverley's life, because— |
because—" she faltered for a single |
breath, then added cle and with !

magnetic sweetness—*"because Lieuten-
ant Beverley loved me,

loved him. This Indian Long-Hair
showed a gratitude that could over-
come his strongest passion. You white

men should be ashamed to fall
his standard.”

Her words went home.
the beauty of her face, the magnetism
of her lissome and symmetrical form,
the sweet fire of her eyes and the pas-
sionate appeal of her voice gave what
she said a new and irresistible foree
of truth. When she spoke of Bever-
ley’s love for her, and declared her
love for him, there was not a manly
heart in ali the garrison that did not
suddenly beat quicker and feel

below

It was as if

Strange, sweet waft of tenderness, A
mother, somewhere, a wife, a daugh-
ter, a sister, a sweetheart, called

rough that voice of absolute woman-
rod.

“Beverley, what can I do?”

Clark, his bronze face as pale as it
uuh_l possibly become.
“Do!” thundered Beverley. “do! you

ot murder that man.
the man you should shoot! He of-
fered large rewards, he inflamed the
passions and fed the love of rum and
the cupidity of poor wild men like the
one standing yonder. Yet you take

{ him prisoner and treat him with dis-

tinguished consideration. Hamilton of-

| Tered a large sum for me taken alive,

a smaller ope
saved me. You
stand vonder in perfect
you shoot the Indian.
Colonel Clark! shame
do itl” =
Alice stood locking at the stalwart
commander while Beverley was pour-
ing forth his torrenmt of scathing re

for my scalp. Long-
let Hamilton
safety while
Shame on you,
on you, if you

Clark was moved. The moment
was ripe for the finishing stroke. They
say it is genius that avails itself cf
Beverley knew the fight
was won when he saw what follow=d. |
Alice suddeniy left Long-Hair and ran
to Colonel Clark, who felt her v
strong arms loop round him for :
gle point of time naver to be
from his memory;: then he sa:
kneeling at his feet, her han
stretched, her face a gloriou

while she pleaded the Indian's .lu*':
and won it.
Doubtless, while we all rather feel

that Clark was weak to be thus s red
by a girl, we cannot quite blame him
he heard her
cunning liy

history from Beverley's

he actually belfeved that Hamilton \,;xg‘

the real culprit, and besides he f-lt pot
little nauseated with executing In-
dians. A good excuse to have un eud
of it all did not go begging.
But Long-Hair' was barely gon: over
the horizon from the fort, as free 2nd

as villainous a savage as ever trod the
earth, when a diseovery mude by Oncie
.laz on caused Clark to hate himseif for
vhat he had done.
The old scout picked up -he scalp,
which Long-Hair had flung at Hamil-
ton, and examined it with odious curi-
osity. He had lingered on spot
with no other purpose than io get pos-
session of that ghastly relic. Since
losing his own scalp the subject of
crown locks had grown upon his mind
untii its fascination was irresistible. He
studied the hair of every person he
| Saw, as a physiognomist studies laces.
He held the gruesome thing up before
him scrutinizing it with the ex
sion of a connoisseur who has discov-
A-n-d on a grimy canvas, the signaiure
of an old master.
““Sae’ bleu!™ he presently broke forth,
‘Well, T'lIl! be— Look'ee yer, George
Clark! Come yer an’ look. Ye've been
sold ag’in. Take a squint, ef ve pleags!™
Colonel Clark, with his hands crossed
behind him, his face thoughtfuliy con-
tracted, was walking slowly to and

the

ros-

and l»—. ause I |

a |

muttered |

Hamilton is |

{ full moon and a thousand stars rein- |

{
|
p—
|

way off. He turned about
when Oncle Jazon spoke.

“What now, Jazon?™" 1

“A mighty heap right now, 11\::15_-
what; come yer an' let me show ve.
Yer a fine sort o eejit, now ain't ye!”

The two men walked toward each
other and met. Oncle Jazon held up

the scalp with one hand, pointing at |
it with the index finger of the other.

“This here scalp come off'n Rene de
Reonville’'s head.”

“And who is he?”

“Who's he? Ye may
He wuz a Frenchman.
voung feller this town.
a corpral o Hamiltons an’
the woods.a month or two ago.
ilton offered a lot o money for
‘is gealp, an’ Long-Hair went in fer
gittin® it. Now ¥ye knows the Who'vi
racket. An’' ye lets that injun go. An’ {

|

well ax thet.
He wuz a fine
He killed |
tuck ter
Ham-
"im or |

o

thet same Injun he mighty nigh kicked
my ribs inter my stomach!™

Oncle Jazon’s feelings were visible
and audible; but Clark could not re-|
sent the contempt of the old man's
looks and words. He felt that he de-
served far more than he was receiv-
ing. Nor was Oncle Jazon wrong.
Rene de Ronville never came back to
little Adrienne Bourcier, although, be-
ing kept entirely ignorant of her lov- |
er's fate, she waited and dreamed and |
hoped throughout more than two |
vears, after which there is no further |
record of her life. |

(lark. Beverley and Onecle Jazon con- | °
suited together and agreed among
themselves that they would hold pro-
foundly secret the story of the scalp.
To have made it public would have
exasperated the creoles and set them
violently against Clark, a thing heavy |
with disaster for all his future fians,
As it was,” the release of Long-Hair
caused a great deal of dissatisfaction
and mutinous talk. Even Beverley
now feit that the execution ordered
by the commander ought to have been
sternly ecarried out.

A day or tweo later, however,
whole dark affair was closed
by a bit of confidence on the
Oncle Jazon when Beverley
into his hut one evening to have
smoke with him.

The rain was over,
like one vast luminary,

the
forever
part of |
dropped
a

the sky shone
with & nearly

forcing t. Up from the south poured |
one of those balmy, accidental wind
floods, sometimes due in February on
the Wabash, full of tropical dream-
hints, yet edged with a winter chill
that smacks of treachery. Oncle Jazon
was unusually talkative; he may have
had a deep draught of liguor: at all
eventis Beverley had little room for a
word.

“Well, bein’ as it's twixt us, as
bosom frien’s,” the old fellow present-
1y said, “T'l jes” show ye somepin
poorty.”

He pricked the wick of a lamp and
took down his bunch of scalps.

“I hev been a addin” one more to
keep company o' mine an’ the Luthers."

He separated the latest acquisition

is
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heart,”

rean,”
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| smiling.
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may never
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“I wish you
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“Can’t secon
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so sure,” |
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